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on the adverse wing, with a desire to find an object worthy
of his valour, when, behold, upon a sorrel gelding of a
monstrous size, appeared a foe, issuing from among the
thickest of the enemy's squadrons; but his speed was less
than his noise; for his horse, old and lean, spent the dregs 5
of his strength in a high trot, which, though it made slow
advances, yet caused a loud clashing of his armour, terrible
to hear. The two cavaliers had now approached within the
throw of a lance, when the stranger desired a parley, and,
lifting up the vizard of his helmet, a face hardly appeared 10
from within, which, after a pause, was known for that of the
renowned Dryden. The brave ancient suddenly started, as
one possessed with surprise and disappointment together;
for the helmet was nine times too large for the head, which
appeared situate far in the hinder part, even like the lady 15
in a lobster, or like a mouse under a canopy of state, or like
a shrivelled beau, from within the penthouse of a modern
periwig; and the voice was suited to the visage, sounding
weak and remote. Dryden, in a long harangue, soothed up
the good ancient; called him father, and, by a large de- 20
duction of genealogies, made it plainly appear that they
were nearly related. Then he humbly proposed an ex-
change of armour, as a lasting mark of hospitality between
them. Virgil consented, (for the goddess Diffidence came
unseen, and cast a mist before his eyes,) though his was of 25
gold, and cost a hundred beeves, the other's but of rusty
iron. However, this glittering armour became the modern
yet worse than his own. Then they agreed to exchange
horses; but, when it came to the trial, Dryden was afraid,
and utterly unable to mount.            *            *               * 30
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